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By that time we had very nearly reached our
destination and I got off a station beforef to see the
famous Peradeniya Gardens. Unfortunately I had
not been many minutes looking round the'beautiful
gardens when the rain came down, and as it was
then getting dark, I had to take a rickshaw to
Kandy without seeing the gardens as leisurely as I
should have liked to. The following morning I went
and saw the well-known Temple of the Tooth, so
appropriately built under the shade of a great bodhi-
tree which centuries ago came as a sprig from the
sacred bodhi-tree of Budigaya under which Buddha
sat meditating and, while seated there, came to him
the great illumination which was instantly to trans-
form his own life and later on the moral concepts
of half the then known world. More interested than
in the tree or even the Temple itself was I in the
rude frescoes which covered the outer wall of the
priest's abode. They depicted the torments of the
sinners and criminals in the infernal regions, and I
had not been looking at them many minutes when
I traced a remarkable similarity between this
Buddhistic, and the early medieval conception of
Hell that I had seen six years before in the Uffizi
at Florence. To us of the scientific age these con-
ceptions seem so terribly childish and so totally at
variance with the idea of Godhead as some of us
conceive it, that it is a standing wonder how the
great minds of the ancient and medieval times came
to associate such gross barbarities and loathsome
cruelties with the name of the AJl-Merciful! After
seeing the Temple I took what is known as Lady